i can't (but maybe we could) by wolfish_willow 


Category: Stranger Things (TV 2016) 

Genre: Happily Married, Light Angst, Love Confessions, Multi, POV 
Jonathan Byers, Post-Season/Series 03, Rejected Marriage Proposal, 
Robin Buckley & Steve Harrington Friendship, actual kudos as of 
october 14th are 66, hit by kudos bot, trope bingo 

Language: English 

Characters: Jonathan Byers, Nancy Wheeler, Steve Harrington 
Relationships: Jonathan Byers/Nancy Wheeler, Jonathan Byers/ 
Steve Harrington/Nancy Wheeler 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2021-05-18 

Updated: 2021-05-18 

Packaged: 2022-03-31 22:13:31 

Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 

Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply 

Chapters: 1 

Words: 5,242 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


Jonathan's marriage proposal doesn't go the way he expects—but 
maybe, in the long run, that's for the best. 


Jonathan's knee was beginning to ache. It didn't usually take much; 
between the odd jobs he'd taken on as a teenager and that, thankfully 
final, attack in the hospital years back, he often felt older than he actually 
was. That was a feeling he'd gotten used to long before he saw the 
shadowed figure of the Demogorgon in a photograph that first time. 


Still, in all of his planning for today, he hadn't expected to be left kneeling 
quite this long. 


i can't (but maybe we could) 


Author's Note: 


Third and final fill for r/Fanfiction's Trope Bingo 
event. 
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Happily Married 
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discord, really) for listening to me whine about this 
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Jonathan's knee was beginning to ache. It didn't usually take much; 
between the odd jobs he'd taken on as a teenager and that, thankfully 
final, attack in the hospital years back, he often felt older than he 
actually was. That was a feeling he'd gotten used to long before he 
saw the shadowed figure of the Demogorgon in a photograph that 
first time. 


Still, in all of his planning for today, he hadn't expected to be left 
kneeling quite this long. 


"Nance?" 


She blinked and the tears welling up in her eyes—tears he had, at 
first, mistakenly taken for a sign of happiness—rolled down her 
cheeks. Jonathan's mouth seemed to flood with water. His throat 
ached with the effort it took to swallow it—and the nausea—back 
down. The sound of it was loud in their otherwise quiet living room. 
Jonathan was hit with a rush of relief that he hadn't told anyone 
what he'd been planning. There was no way he would be able to 
show his face to his family when they turned up for dinner, sans ring 
on her finger, if he had. 


If they showed up to dinner. God, he hoped this didn't mean they 
were over. 


"No. We can't—I'm sorry," Nancy said. She scrubbed the back of her 
hand against her cheeks; they went red under the rough treatment. 
Jonathan stood with a wince that was at once for the angry color of 
her cheeks and the feeling coming back to his legs. 


"Hey," Jonathan covered one of her hands with his own and gently 
moved it from her face, "you don't have to be sorry. It's okay if you 
don't—" 


She shook her head so hard that a few strands of hair came out of her 
bun. They fell around her face. Jonathan ran the tips of his fingers 
across her cheek as he tucked the errant strands behind her ear. 


"It's not that I don't want to," she said. His stomach was still 
somewhere around his knees, having dropped after the first few 
seconds of silence had stretched into a full minute—or maybe it 
hadn't, maybe it had been less, but it had seemed so long. An eternity 
of watching and waiting and not hearing the answer he'd hoped— 
been sure he was going to get. But her words were enough to spark 
new hope in his chest. 


"Whatever it is..." Jonathan cupped her cheeks in his hands. 
Whatever was stopping her from saying yes, he would fix it. Had to. 
"We'll work it out." 


Her laugh, or what he thought was meant to be a laugh, came out 
raw and disbelieving. 


"I'm not so sure," she said. 


Jonathan shook his head. "There is nothing, nothing you could say to 
make me not want to ask you to marry me. If you didn't want to, that 
would be'"—his breath caught in his throat and it stung to talk 
through it—"one thing, but that's not what it sounds like. So whatever 
it is. We will work. It. Out. Okay?" 


She blew out a harsh breath and nodded. They stood there until most 
of the color had faded from her face. Her eyes still shone, but tears 


no longer fell as she blinked up at him. He slid his hands down her 
neck and shoulders, squeezing them gently before finally letting go. 
She didn't let them stay apart for long. 


Nancy's hand was warm in his when she took it and led them to the 
couch. It might have been the nicest piece of furniture they owned; 
though, truthfully, everything they owned was nicer than anything 
Jonathan had grown up with. Nancy's parents were generous— 
Jonathan suspected it was Mrs. Wheeler's doing. Most of the furniture 
they owned before they could afford to buy it themselves had been 
Wheeler hand me downs. It was probably more accurate to say this 
couch was his favorite piece of furniture as the first thing he and 
Nancy had saved up for together. 


He was still fond of the kitchen table his mom had put aside for them 
when she got her new one, though. 


The tug Nancy gave him drew him from his thoughts and he shook 
his head, taking the seat beside her. He wanted to throw caution to 
the wind and press up against her, sandwich her between him and 
the arm of the couch. Wrap an arm around her until she fit perfectly 
into his side. But the last thing he wanted to do was crowd her. 


Her fingers traced absentminded circles across the back of his hand. 
Goosebumps erupted down his arms; Jonathan ignored them. He 
focused on her and on keeping himself still while he waited for her to 
speak. 


Not looking away from their joined hands, Nancy cleared her throat. 
There was what felt like a band tightening around Jonathan's chest. 
He did his best to breath through it and listen. "I want you to know, I 
tried so hard not to..." 


Screw it. The crack in her voice was too much to take and Jonathan 
did throw caution to the wind. The space between them was suddenly 
too much space. He slid over as close as he could get, his leg and side 
pressed firmly against hers. Thankfully, she didn't seem upset by it. 
Nancy finally looked up at him with wide, grateful eyes. The shade of 
a smile began to form before the corners of her lips turned back 
down. 


"I love you," she said, the words coming out quick and insistent. He 
wished he could say she didn't need to, but the way some of his 
anxiety eased away told him he did need to hear it. "I want to marry 
you." 


"That's good," he tried to joke, earning him that almost-smile again. 
He was glad it hadn't come out as flat as he'd feared it would. This 
was good, he could work with it. "Because I want to marry you." 


"But I don't want to..." She shook her head. "I want to be honest with 
you. Not that I've lied to you, but—" 


"But maybe you just...kept something to yourself?" he led, and she 
sighed, nodding. Her eyes welled up again. 


"I know I shouldn't, because I love you so much, but. I still." Nancy let 
go of him to cover her face with her hands. She took a slow, deep 
breath before letting them fall back to her lap. Her gaze was serious 
and sorry when she met his eyes again. "I still have feelings for Steve. 
I still...love Steve. It's not fair, I know, I know it's not. I've tried to 
make them go away, but." 


"Oh," he thought he said. It was hard to tell over the buzzing in his 
ears. He didn't know what he'd been expecting, but it wasn't that. 
That was. Laughter tumbled out of him without his permission. He 
tried to tamp it down when Nancy looked at him like he was crazy— 
even that was better than when she'd been looking at him like he 
might hate her for whatever she was going to say. 


"I'm sorry," he said through his laughter. "It's not funny, I'm just. I 
thought it was going to be...I don't even know. Something bad." 


"It's not?" she asked, her voice breaking again. That was enough to 
sober him right up. Jonathan shook his head, wrapping his arm 
around her even though there was no way they could get any closer. 


"No," he said in a hushed tone of voice. "Because..." 


Jonathan had hardly let himself think—that was a lie. He tried not to 
think about it, but it was impossible with how often they saw Steve. 
He was one of their best friends. Steve and Robin—but especially 


Steve—were at Jonathan and Nancy's house almost more often than 
their own. 


When Nancy and Jonathan got their own place—rented with the 
money they had managed to save while they were going to school— 
so they wouldn't have to keep staying in their old rooms between 
school semesters, they started seeing Steve all the time. His 
apartment was too small—embarrassing, Jonathan always figured; 
Steve was embarrassed about where he lived and didn't want to show 
it off to anyone—for company, but he was someone who hated living 
alone. It only made sense that he would start showing up at their 
place once they made it clear he was welcome any time. 


Swallowing past the lump in his throat, Jonathan said, "Because I feel 
the same way." 


He didn't think Nancy's eyes could get any wide, but they did. They 
were such a sharp shade of blue after crying, they almost glowed as 
more light hit them. "You do?" 


"Yeah," he said, avoiding the answering, I do, that wanted to come 
out, considering what had led to this conversation in the first place. "I 
love you so much, but yes. It's really hard...not to love him, you 
know?" 


Maybe it hadn't been that way years ago, but. Steve was different; 
they all were, really. Jonathan couldn't imagine going through what 
they had, seeing all the things they had, and being the same people 
they were in high school. Steve especially was more himself, maybe, 
than he'd let himself be for a long time. They had been friends for 
years now and Jonathan still found himself proud of Steve for that, 
and how readily Steve showed his more soft, dorky side to them. 


Nancy laughed again, only this one didn't get caught somewhere in 
the middle. It sounded real. She closed her eyes and dug her forehead 
into his shoulder. "What a pair, huh?" 


"Yeah," Jonathan said, letting himself chuckle along with her. There 
was hardly any worry left in him when he continued with, "I guess 
this means we're really perfect for each other, though, doesn't it?" 


After all, if they both felt this way and still loved each other, there 
was no reason they couldn't figure the rest out. 


His shoulder warmed with the friction of her forehead rubbing 
against it. She sighed, a lighter sound than when they first sat down. 
When she lifted her head from his shoulder, her eyes were still wet, 
but the corners of them crinkled with the smile that was growing on 
her face. "I guess you're right." 


"You know," he looked down at her with a grin; one he liked to think 
he'd picked up from spending so much time with Steve, "I still like 
hearing you say that." 


Nancy pushed him with her whole body, obviously trying not to 
laugh. Her widening smile betrayed her. "Shut up." 


She kept pushing against him until he took the hint and slid further 
onto the couch. He wrapped his arms around her before stretching 
out, letting her cover him. Her cheek rested on his chest, her hand in 
front of her face. More goosebumps formed with the lines she began 
to trace through his shirt. 


"What now?" he asked when they had been quiet for what felt like a 
long time. Everything was out in the open now. She knew that he 
liked—loved—Steve. He knew that she did. It felt like 
something...something they couldn't just ignore. 


She paused in her tracing, tapping the tip of her finger against his 
chest. Sliding her hand onto the couch beside him, Nancy pushed 
herself up. There was that familiar, determined look on her face. One 
of his favorite or least favorite expressions depending on what she 
was focused on. In this case, he thought it might be on the favorite 
side. 


"I do want to marry you," she said. His hope rose higher. "But we 
need to talk to Steve." 


"I hoped that was what you were going to say." He smiled and pulled 
her back down, blanketing himself with her body. "Do you think..." 


"I don't know," she said, doing her best to shrug in her position. "He 


hasn't dated anyone seriously since—" 
Jonathan rested his hand on her back. "Since you broke up." 
"Yeah." 


"It's been a long time. He might not feel the same way anymore," he 
said, sweeping his hand down the length of her back and then up 
again. 


"I know," she said with a sigh that he felt through his shirt. "But I 
wouldn't... know I'll be able to say yes to you after we find out where 
Steve stands." 


"Sounds good to me." 


He just hoped Steve didn't hate them for it—though it was hard to 
imagine that he would. Even when—if—when he didn't feel the same 
way, about Jonathan at least, he wouldn't treat them any differently 
for their feelings. 


"Are we..." Nancy hesitated and Jonathan tilted his head in her 
direction. She relaxed further into him when he started rubbing up 
and down her back again. "Are we still going to your mom's?" 


Squeezing her close, Jonathan said, "Whatever you want to do. I can 
call her and—" 


She shook her head and more of her hair came free from her bun. "I 
want to go." 


The last, stubborn bit of anxiety knotted inside of him came undone. 
He smiled and kissed the top of Nancy's head. Considering how 
worried he had been that they would even be together to go to dinner, 
Jonathan was beyond relieved to hear that. 


"We'll start getting ready in a bit, then. Right now, I kind of want to 
stay right here. If that's okay." 


She nodded and wrapped her arms around him as well as she could 
with the couch in the way. "More than okay." 


He kissed her head again before letting his own fall back onto the 
cushion. They were okay; they were going to be even better, 
hopefully. After they found the chance to talk to Steve. And tonight 
they would have dinner with his mom and his brother and neither of 
them would have to know what an emotional rollercoaster the 
afternoon had been. 


The rest of Jonathan's day was looking a hell of a lot better now than 
it had ten minutes ago. 


The ring box burned a hole in Jonathan's pocket the entire time they 
spent planning how to talk to Steve. Once everything was out in the 
open, Jonathan would finally be able to ask Nancy again and hear 
the answer he had been hoping for the first time. It took them an 
agonizing couple of days to decide how they were going to bring it 
up. They would invite Steve over, just him, feed him dinner— 
something he liked that Jonathan could cook well enough—and then 
each into the discussion. 


Jonathan definitely hadn't meant to look at Steve across the dinner 
table and blurt out, "Marry us," after Steve complimented his first 
bite. 


Nancy's chair creaked under the force of her entire body jolting in 
surprise. She whipped her head in his direction so fast that Jonathan 
worried she might have hurt herself. She turned just as quickly in 
Steve's direction when he inexplicably answered, "Yes." 


"What?" Nancy's voice came out strained and higher than usual. 
Jonathan was impressed that she was able to speak at all; his throat 
felt like it had closed up the moment he asked the question. "But 
we're not even—" 


Steve shook his head, hair bobbing along with the motion, and 
pointed his fork at them. "No take backs," he said, sounding entirely 
too serious when Jonathan had never heard anyone who wasn't a kid 
use that phrase, "I already said yes." 


Jonathan could only shrug when Nancy looked at him again, her eyes 
wide and confused. She shook her head, resting her elbow on the 


table and rubbing the space just above her eyebrow. The move hid 
part of her face from Steve's side of the table, but Jonathan was sure 
he could still make out her expression. 


"This is not what we discussed," she said. 


"It's not," Jonathan said, reaching over to pull Nancy's hand from her 
face. She didn't hesitate to curl her fingers around his. The table was 
cool against his skin. "But'—he glanced at Steve, who had started 
picking at the food on his plate and bouncing his leg under the table, 
eyes darting back and forth between the two of them like he was 
waiting for them to change their minds—"no take backs. Rules are 
rules." 


Nancy barked a surprised laugh and Jonathan smiled. 


"And," he continued more seriously, thinking about the other day and 
how long the wait had felt before getting an answer, "it could have 
gone a lot worse, don't you think?" 


When he met Nancy's eyes, she blinked. Her gaze was distant, like 
she wasn't seeing him while she thought it over. Small, delicate lines 
creased the space between her brows before smoothing back out. She 
squeezed his hand. There was an apology written across her face that 
Jonathan didn't need to see again; not after they talked everything 
out. He shook his head with a happy, crooked smile that she returned 
before facing Steve. 


"I still love you," she said, lifting her chin. "Jonathan asked me to 
marry him, but I couldn't say yes until I told him and..." 


She trailed off with a look in Jonathan's direction, as though he 
hadn't already made his feelings perfectly clear by asking the 
question in the first place. Still smiling, he met Steve's eyes and 
continued for her, "And it worked out because"—he knocked his foot 
into Steve's under the table and the bouncing stopped—"I love you, 
too. Have for a long time." 


"Me, too. I mean," Steve looked at Nancy and there was a softness in 
his expression that made Jonathan ache to witness, "I never stopped 
loving you." 


Eyes growing wet, so much like the other day, Nancy blinked fast. 
The tears didn't escape her eyes, though. Jonathan still squeezed her 
hand gently. "I know," she said, "I'm so so—" 


"We talked it out before, remember," Steve said, shaking his head. He 
ran his hand through his hair to get it back out of his face. "Don't be 
sorry, it's okay. I've been okay." 


He looked at Jonathan next, his eyes shinier than they'd been at the 
start of the evening. "I really was happy to just. Be friends, you 
know?" 


Jonathan nodded. Neither Nancy nor Steve had ever given him 
reason to worry about their friendship before. Even if he had known 
about Nancy's feelings, Jonathan thought after so long, he would 
have been okay with it. Nancy had stayed with him since high school; 
through monsters and college applications and working and living 
together. He hadn't been lying when he said there was nothing she 
could do to make him not want to marry her. 


"I know you guys can't actually marry me," he said and that ache 
turned sharp even as Steve smiled. "But my answer is the same, 


anyway." 


Nancy stood and Jonathan let her hand slip from his as she made her 
way to Steve's side of the table. The surprise written across Steve's 
face would have been funny if Jonathan weren't still thinking about 
how much he wished they could all marry each other—or even 
openly date. Then Nancy cupped Steve's face in her hands, bending to 
kiss his forehead and node and finally his mouth. 


Steve held onto her arm like he might fall over if he didn't. There was 
something painful in the action and Jonathan couldn't sit still 
anymore. He pushed his chair back, rounding the other side of the 
table. Steve's hand was shaking when Jonathan covered it with his 
own. His grip on Nancy eased bit by bit until Jonathan could fit his 
fingers between Steve's, both of them holding onto Nancy together. 
Jonathan watched as Steve reached up, curling his other hand around 
the back of Nancy's head. 


Steve pulled back suddenly, eyes wide and panicked enough that 


Jonathan's heart skipped a beat. "I love you guys, too, you got that, 
right?" 


Working to get his heartbeat back under control, Jonathan was glad 
Nancy laughed. She shook her head, slow enough that Steve didn't 
have to let go of her. Her thumbs swept the corners of his eyes before 
she slid her hands up into his hair. Steve swallowed, panic easing 
away with her touches. 


Even though he wasn't the one she was soothing, just watching Nancy 
run her fingers gently through Steve's hair and over his face was 
enough to calm Jonathan down, too. "We got that," he said, his smile 
coming back now that he knew there was nothing to worry about. 


Over the years there had been times, rare as they were, when 
Jonathan had touched Steve's hair. To fix an errant lock back into 
place when it was styled high with product. The very occasional 
mussing of it to distract Steve when he was feeling down on himself; 
it was a great way to rile him up enough to make him forget, 
however briefly, about the things that worried him. 


There was no outrage now when Jonathan's hand—the one not still 
curled around Steve's—found the nape of Steve's neck and brushed up 
the back of his head. Steve took a deep breath, eyes closing in a way 
that Jonathan was sure wasn't entirely on purpose. He smiled at 
Nancy over Steve's head, heart beating harder in his chest in a way 
that had nothing to do with panic. 


Her eyes were bright and happy and so beautiful that he couldn't help 
but lean in and kiss her. Jonathan's grip on Steve tightened enough to 
pull a groan from him. When he pulled away and looked, Steve was 
watching them with half lidded eyes; it was almost impossible not to 
try and get him to make that sound again. Easing his hold, he pet 
Steve's hair back down into place as much as he could. Nancy let go 
of Steve's face, though Jonathan saw the way she traced her fingers 
along the side of Steve's neck to keep contact. 


"Wha—why?" Steve asked when Jonathan rested his hand on his 
shoulder instead. As Jonathan released his grip where they were both 
still holding onto Nancy, Steve scrambled to take it back. He calmed 
when Jonathan replaced Nancy's hands on Steve's face and turned his 


head toward him. 


Steve dove into the kiss like he'd been drowning and Jonathan was a 
lifeline. It would be only too easy to get swept away in it, in the 
sounds he made and the way he leaned up into Jonathan's space as 
much as he could from his chair. Jonathan wondered if it should be 
this easy—if any of this should be—but he wasn't going to let himself 
think about it. Because he knew that in the long run, it wouldn't be. 
He didn't want to dwell on that right now; not when he had Steve 
here. Not when he had a box that had been burning a hole in his 
pocket for far too long now. 


He gentled the kiss and Steve let him, even though it was clear how 
much he didn't want to. There was a disgruntled tilt to his eyebrows 
that smoothed away when Jonathan pressed his lips to Steve's 
forehead. 


"We should probably talk about what this means a bit first, don't you 
think?" Jonathan asked. He saw Nancy nod out of the corner of his 
eye, but didn't stop looking at Steve while he waited. Sooner than 
expected, Steve nodded. His sigh sounded put upon, but the corners 
of his reddened lips were beginning to lift. 


"Yeah," he said, leaning back in his chair and resting his hands on the 
table in front of him. "That's probably a good idea." 


"First things first, though," Jonathan said, trailing his hand across the 
top of Steve's back as he walked around the chair. He dropped down 
to one knee before Nancy could go back to her seat. Taking the box 
out of his pocket felt like removing a weight from his shoulders; 
especially when a smile accompanied the watering of her eyes this 
time. "Steve already said yes, but I promised I would ask you again 
after we talked to him. Will you—" 


"Yes," Nancy said, faster even than Steve. She shared a brief glance 
with Steve before pulling Jonathan up off of his knees. She kissed 
him just as desperately as Steve had—more. The very last drop of 
worry dissipated with the proof of her happiness. The sound of a 
chair scraping against the floor preceded the feeling of a hand— 
Steve's—against the small of his back. A short, sweet kiss was pressed 
to the back of his shoulder. When they parted and Jonathan looked, 


Steve was watching them with as wide a grin as Jonathan had ever 
seen on his face. 


"This would be more appropriate after a wedding, but let me be the 
first to offer best wishes," Steve said, putting on a more formal air as 
he reached for one of Nancy's hands. It sounded almost like 
something Jonathan imagined Steve's parents would say, but 
certainly more genuine than either of the Harringtons could manage. 
More color rushed to Nancy's cheeks when Steve kissed the backs of 
her knuckles. Jonathan pressed into the hand Steve still had resting 
across his back, feeling happier than he'd thought was possible. Steve 
curled his fingers, adding gentle pressure along the tips of them as he 
looked at Jonathan. "And congratulations." 


"You're ridiculous," Nancy said, but the words came out a mix of 
breathless and happy. 


Steve grinned and shrugged. He let go of her hand to tuck some hair 
behind her ear, cupping the side of her head. Her smile was radiant. 
"But you love me anyway." 


The light over the kitchen table gave Steve's eyes the illusion of 
twinking; or maybe it was just his happiness shining through. 


"Yeah, we do," Jonathan said. 


They still needed to talk; to figure out how to make whatever they 
were—whatever they wanted to be—work out. For now, Jonathan 
was content to stand here, surrounded by the people he loved. Just 
for a little while longer. 


One Year Later 
"I knew Steve inviting me to move in here was a mistake." 


Jonathan looked over his and Steve's shoulders. Robin was standing 
in the entryway to the kitchen. Leaning, really, against the half wall. 
Her hair was a mess on the top of her head and there were pillow 
lines etched across one of her cheeks. She rubbed one of her eyes, the 
other squinted in a sleepy glare. 


"What?" he asked, trying not to laugh. 


Steve didn't bother hiding his own laughter. His body shook 
Jonathan's so much that he almost stirred some scrambled egg right 
out of the pan. Something, he was sure that kind of thing was going 
to become frustrating. It was hard to feel anything but exasperated 
fondness, though. 


"It's too early to watch you two do," Robin leaned harder against the 
wall and flapped her hands at them, "that." 


"Fix breakfast?" Jonathan asked as he leaned back enough to turn the 
heat off. Steve didn't make it easy, keeping himself plastered to 
Jonathan's back. When Jonathan pushed a bit harder, Steve pressed a 
kiss to the top of his shoulder and Jonathan sighed. So, so hard to be 
frustrated when he did stuff like that. 


"Breakfast?" Nancy's sleepy voice came from down the hall. Her hair 
wasn't as messy as Robin's, but only because she had thrown it up 
into half a bun. Strands of hair fell down her forehead and across her 
face. Steve removed himself from Jonathan so fast he almost fell over 
at the sudden absence of extra weight. He watched Steve slide across 
the kitchen to the table for the chance to kiss Nancy first. 


Their husband was such a dork. 


"Morning, beautiful," Steve said, tucking some loose hair behind her 
ear. He ran his fingers over her hair and down her neck before 
settling them against her cheek. Nancy closed her eyes, leaning into 
his hand. 


"Morning," she said, voice still thick with sleep. "Breakfast?" 


Steve chuckled softly and pressed a kiss to her forehead. Lips curving 
into a smile, Jonathan watched as she swayed into Steve's space, 
letting him take her weight for a moment. 


"Just about ready," Steve promised, pulling out a chair for her. 


Jonathan shook his head, refocusing his attention on scooping eggs 
onto everyone's plates. He took pity on Robin, who still looked a bit 
put out at all of the early morning PDA. She got the first plate. "Extra 
cheesy scrambled eggs with toast." 


Her expression smoothed out into something happier, if still tired, 
and she slid the plate closer. She picked up the pepper shaker from 
the center of the table and shook it over her eggs. Smiling up at him, 
she said, "You're forgiven." 


"What about me?" Steve asked as he set glasses of orange juice 
around the table. 


Spearing some eggs with her fork, Robin pointed it at him before 
taking a bite. "You're unforgivable." 


"I made the toast!" 


Robin shrugged, chewing. Jonathan watched them as he took his seat 
beside Nancy. Steve didn't let up, pouting at her across the table until 
finally she blew out a sigh. 


"Fine," she said, drawing the word out. Once again, Jonathan found 
himself holding back the laughter that wanted to escape. Robin 
hadn't been living with them long—she'd needed to get away from 
her parent's house, but couldn't manage on her own just yet. Steve 
had asked them if they wouldn't mind having a roommate for a 
while, a few months after the wedding. Jonathan was happy to have 
her, if only for the chance to see how she and Steve acted with each 
other at all times of the day. 


Steve grinned and took the seat between Robin and Nancy. "Thank 
you." 


The only reaction he gave Robin elbowing his arm was a wink. 
Jonathan exchanged looks with Nancy. The sleep was gone from her 
eyes as she met his. He took her hand, resting them on the table, and 
rubbed his thumb under the band of her ring. Six months since their 
wedding and it still felt like a dream sometimes. 


"Morning," he said, leaning over to kiss her. She smiled against his 
lips, cupping his cheek with her other hand to hold him in place. 
Jonathan was happy to stay just like this for as long as she wanted. 


"Good morning," she said when she let him go. "Thank you for 
breakfast." 


Just as Steve opened his mouth, Nancy turned to him with a bright 
smile. "Thank you for the toast." 


Jonathan pressed his lips together as Steve straightened in his seat. 
He looked very proud of himself. "You're welcome." 


Shaking his head, Jonathan gave one final sweep of his thumb across 
Nancy's hand before letting her go. A foot brushed against his under 
the table. When he looked, he found Steve watching him, his grin 
softened to something smaller, sweeter. Jonathan returned it with 
one of his own as he took a bite of toast. Steve's eyes shone with 
delight. He saw that same delight on Nancy's face when he glanced 
her way and Jonathan's grin widened. 


Not a bad start to happily ever after. 


